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mean that an actual madness seized him as he sat in the
train compartment. He took his lute and zither from
their cases, smashed them against the walls, then began
tearing off his robes and hurling them from the car win-
dow.
"Fortunately, among his fellow travelers were certain
Damascenes who recognized him and said: 'Surely this
saintly one is no common madman/ They restrained him
as gently as might be, sought to quiet him, and had him
conveyed safely to the chapter house in Damascus.
'Tor many days he was prostrated, and then seemed
partially to recover. He gave no further signs of mad-
ness, but brooded unhappily, silent and plunged in misery,
day after day, unable to play or sing or pray.
"The Damascus sheik, who is my friend, and a most
gentle soul, was filled with sympathy, as were all the
brethren. And after a few weeks, when Daidan Helmy
asked for a long leave of absence to travel, with the hope
that it would make him forget his sorrow, the release was
freely granted him, and he departed, followed by their
prayers.
"The tale of his far wandering no man knows—least
of all he—save that he crossed weary deserts and moun-
tains, seeking always forgetfulness. Once, afterward,
when he chanced to see a picture of the great mosque at
Ispahan, it is told of him that he said: 'I was beaten and
driven from this door by the beggars/ and it is also told
that after his return a haj plucked him by the sleeve,
looked searchingly into his face, and said: "Art thou not
such a one, who journeyed on the road to Samarkand?'
"The seasons changed, a whole year passed, and then
one night in spring, as the first mush-mush trees were

